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man of forty, bland and self-possessed. He wore a bro-
cade gown and a black cap with points like bamboo
shoots. The kow-tow he performed diflFered little from
the Burmese prostration, but it was executed with a
more finished art, a mellower respect. He attracted
Queen Saw's attention at once. He seemed to her a per-
son to whom one could talk, and she regretted that con-
versation would involve an interpreter. Meanwhile
Yazathingyan was saying: cHe told me his name was
the Elder Chang. He seems at one time to have been
Grand Secretary to the Emperor. His description of
Hangchao was very arresting.'
Narathihapate looked at this mandarin of China a
little uneasily. cHow does Hangchao compare with
Pagan?' he asked, for want of a less obvious gambit.
The Elder Chang, with a look round the room which,
had he had less control of his features, might have been
called supercilious, replied through an interpreter:
"Comparisons are invidious and in this case unneces-
sary. I find Pagan an art-integration. Your Majesty will
follow me when I say that it is unprofitable to assess
one art-integration against another. Integrity, the in-
tegral, is what matters. When a culture has that whole-
ness, it is absolutely the same and yet fundamentally
different to every other.'
The interpreter, though a southern Brahman of the
most brilliant attainments as linguist and scholar, had
difficulty in rendering the Chinaman's thought. He
paraphrased it with virtuosity, but was by no means
satisfied that he had expressed its essence*
Narathihapate did not understand what was meant,
but he was careful not to show it. "Very true/ he ob-
M                         <I                               S.W.Q.